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The T awing of the Sbre% 

Luc. It i»: May it be dene? 

Tra. Not poflible : fet whofnali beare your part, 

Andbein Taduahc&tcyincentio’s fonne, 

Kcepc heufc, and ply hi* bookc, welcome his friend* , 

Vjfit his Councriemen, and banquet them? 

Luc. Bafia , content thee : for 1 hauc it full. 

We haue not yet bin fecnesn any houfe. 

Nor can we be diftingutih’d by our faces. 

For man or matter : then it foliovve* thus; 

Thou (halt be matter, Tramo in my fled: 

Keepc houfe, and port, and feruants as Ifbouid, 

I will foinc other be, fome Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan , or meaner man oiTifa. 

’Tis hatch’d, and shall be foe :T raniozt once 
Vncafe thee : take my Ccnlord hat andcloakc. 

When Blonde l !o comes, he waites on thee, 

But I will charme him firft to keepe his tongue. 

Tra. So had you needcj 
1 n breefe Sir, fith it your plcafure is. 

And I am tied to be obedient. 

For fo your father charg'd me at our patting ; 

Beferuiceableto my (onne (quoth he) 

Although I thinkc 't was in another fence, 

3 am content to be Lueentio, 

Becaufcfo well Iloue Lueentio . 

Luc. Tramo be fo, bccanfe Lueentio loues. 

And let me be a flaue, t’atchicue that maide, 

W hofe fodainc Oghc hath chral’d my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Hccre comes the rogue. Sirra, where haue you bin? 

B ion. Where haue I beeper Nay how now, where are you ? 
Matter ha’s my fellow Tramo ftolnc your clothes, or you ftol 
h.s or both l Pray what’s the newes ? * t . 

Lie. Sirra coree hither, ’tis no time to ieft. 

And therefore frame your manners to the time 
Your fellow Tranio heere to fauc my life. 

Puts my apparell, and my countenance on, 

And 1 for my cfcapc haue put on his : 
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7 he Taming of the Shre'to 

For in a quarrell fince I came aOiorc, 

I kil'd a man, and (care I W3S deferied z 
Waite you on him, I charge you; asbecomes: 

While I make way from hence co laue my liies 
You vaderftand me t 
*Bion. I fir ne’re a whit. 

Luc . And not a ioc of Tranio in your mouth* 

Tranio is chang’d into Lueentio • 

Biaun The better for him, would I were fo too. 

Tra . So could I ’faith boy , to haue the next wifh aftcr^that Lucen • 
tio indeed e had Bapti/ias yongeft daughter. But firra n oc tor my 
fake, bur your matters, I aduile you vie your manners d»lcreedy 
ir. ail kinds of companies: When I am alone , why then I am 
Tranio: but in all places dfe, you matter Lueentio, 

Luc. Tranio let’s go : 

One thing mors refts, that thy fclfe execute. 

To make one among thefe wooers: if thou aske mccwhy , Suffi- 
ccthrmyreafonsarc both goedand waighty . 

Exeunt. TheTrefentcrs aboue fpeaket. 

I . Man. My Lord you nod, you do not minde the play. 

Bee. Yes by Saint Anne do I ,a good matter Purely : Comes 
there any more ®f itf 
Lady. My Lord, ’tis but begun. 

Beg. Tisa veric excellent pecce of worke, Madame Ladie: 
Would ’twerc done. They Jit and marks. 

Enter Petrucio, and hit man Grumio, 

Petr. Verona, for a while I take my lcaue, 

To fee myfriends in Padua $ but of ail 
My beft bcloued and approued friend 
Flortenfio : and I trow this is his houfe : 

Heere firra Cjrumio , knockc 1 fay, 

Gru. KnocLc fir f whomc fliould I knocke? Is there any man 
na’s rebsu’d your worlhip? 

Petr. Viiiaine 1 fay, knockeme heere fo undly. 

Gru Knocke you heere fir? Why fir, what aui I fir, that I fliould 
snocke you heere fir. 

Petr. Vilbinel fay, knockeme atthisgate. 

And rap me well, or lie knocke your knaucs pate. 
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